










─ Angela Carter の“The Company of Wolves” ─
相　　田　　明　　子
I.　はじめに
アンジェラ・カーター（Angela Carter, 1940-92）は The Fairy Tales of 
Charles Perrault （1977）において，シャルル・ペロー（Charles Perrault, 
1628-1703）の『童話集』（Histories ou contes de temps passé, 1697）1の英語訳
を完成させたことに端を発し，お伽噺に関する多くの仕事をしている。な
かでも 80年代の英国文学界にセンセーションを巻き起こした The Bloody 
Chamber （1979）における古典的お伽噺の再話となる 2編，「青髭」
（“Bluebeard”, 1979）と「狼の連れ」（“The Company of Wolves”, 1979）に
より，ポストモダンのお伽噺作家としてのカーターの地位は揺るぎないも
のとなった。92年にカーターが亡くなったとき，サルマン・ラシュディ
（Salman Rushdie）はカーターを“its benevolent witch queen”，マーガレット・
アトウッド（Margaret Atwood）は “the Fairy Godmother”と呼び，いずれも，
フェアリーテイルにおけるカーターの功績を想起させる内容によって死を
 本稿は 2018年 12月 1日に山形大学で行われた第 73回日本英文学会東北支部大
会に於ける研究発表「赤ずきんちゃんの戦略」をもとにしている。
1  『ペロー童話集』には現代でもお馴染みの “Blue Beard”, “Little Red Riding 
Hood”, “Sleeping Beauty”, “Cinderella”, “Tom Thumb”, “Riquet with the Tuft”, 






































のお話は，以降，グリム兄弟（the Brothers Grim; Jacob Ludwig Carl, 1785-














































































　Little Red Riding Hood went off to the next village to visit her grandmother.　
As she walked through the wood, she met a wolf, who wanted to eat her but 
did not dare to because there were woodcutters working nearby.　He asked 
her where she was going.　The poor child did not know how dangerous it is to 
chatter away to wolves and replied innocently: ‘I’m going to visit my grand-
mother to take her this cake and this little pot of butter from my mother.’ . . . 


















The wolf ran off by the shortest path and Red Riding Hood went off the longest 
way and she made it still longer because she dawdled along, gathering nuts and 








Little Red Riding Hood took off her clothes and went to lie down in the bed. 
She was surprised to see how odd her grandmother looked.　She said to her:
　　‘Grandmother, what big arms you have!’
　　‘All the better to hold you with, my dear.’
　　‘Grandmother, what big legs you have!’
　　‘All the better to run with, my dear.’
　　‘Grandmother, what big ears you have!’
　　‘All the better to hear with, my dear.’
　　‘Grandmother, what big eyes you have!’
　　‘All the better to see with, my dear.’
　　‘Grandmother, what big teeth you have!’
　　‘All the better to eat you up.’
At that, the wicked wolf threw himself upon Little Red Riding Hood and 
















Children, especially pretty, nicely brought-up young ladies, ought never to talk 
to strangers; if they are foolish enough to do so, they should not be surprised 
if some greedy wolf consumes them, elegant red riding foods and all.
　 Now, there are real wolves, with hairy pelts and enormous teeth; but also 
wolves who seem perfectly charming, sweet-natured and obliging, who pursue 
young girls in the street and pay them the most flattering attentions.
　 Unfortunately, these smooth-tongued, smooth-pelted wolves are the most 






























































7 Carter（2008 : 77）.













One beast and only one howls in the woods by night.
　 The wolf is carnivore incarnate and he’s as cunning as he is ferocious; 
once he’s had a taste of flesh then nothing else will do. . . . 
　 It is winter and cold weather. In this region of mountain and forest, there is 
now nothing for the wolves to eat. Goats and sheep are locked up in the byre, 
the deer departed for the remaining pasturage on the southern slopes –wolves 
grow lean and famished. . . . of all the teeming perils of the night and the forest, 
ghost, hobgoblins, ogres that grill babies upon gridirons, witches that fatten 
their captives in cages for cannibal tables, the wolf is worst for he cannot listen 
to reason. 
　 You are always in danger in the forest, where no people are. . . .　The 
grave-eyed children of the sparse villages always carry knives with them when 
they go to tend the little flocks of goats that provide the homesteads with acrid 
milk and rank, maggoty cheese. Their knives are half as big as they are, the 
blades are sharpened daily. 
. . . Fear and flee the wolf; for, worst of all, the wolf may be more than he 






















　 There was a hunter once, near here, that trapped wolf in a pit. This wolf 
had massacred the sheep and goats; eaten up a mad old man who used to live 
by himself in a hut halfway up the mountain and sing to Jesus all day; pounced 
on a girl looking after the sheep, but she made such a commotion that men 
came with rifles and scared him away and tried to track him to the forest but 
he was cunning and easily gave them the slip. So this hunter dug a pit and put 
a duck in it, for bait, all alive-oh; and he covered the pit with straw smeared 
with wolf dung. Quack, quack! Went the duck and a wolf came slinking out of 
the forest, a big one, a heavy one, he weighed as much as a grown man and the 
straw gave way beneath him—into the pit he tumbled. The hunter jumped af-
ter him, slit his throat, cut off all his paws for a trophy.
　 And then no wolf at all lay in front of the hunter but the bloody trunk of a 






















It is midwinter and the robin, the friend of man, sits on the handle of the 
gardener’s spade and sings. It is the worst time in all the year for wolves but 
this strong-minded child insists she will go off through the wood. She is quite 
sure the wild beasts cannot harm her although, well-warned, she lays a carving 
knife in the basket her mother has packed with cheeses. . . . she has been too 
much loved ever to feel scared. 
　 Children do not stay young for long in this savage country. There are no 
toys for them to play with so they work hard and grow wise but this one, so 
pretty and the youngest of her family, a little late-comer, had been indulged by 
her mother and the grandmother who’d knitted her the red shawl that, today, 
has the ominous if brilliant look of blood on snow. Her breasts have just begun 
to swell; her hair is like lint, so fair it hardly makes a shadow on her pale 
forehead; her cheeks are an emblematic scarlet and white and she has just 





forward, once a month. . . . she does not know how to shiver. She has her knife 
and she is afraid of nothing.
　 Her father might forbid her, if he were home, but he is away in the forest, 

























　 When she heard the freezing howl of a distant wolf, her practiced hand 
sprang to the handle of her knife, but she saw no sign of a wolf at all, nor of a 
naked man, neither, but then she heard a clattering among the brushwood and 
there sprang on to the path a fully clothed one, a very handsome young one, in 
the green coat and wideawake hat of a hunter, laden with carcasses of game 
birds. . . . she’d never seen such a fine fellow before, not among the rustic 
clowns of her native village. . . . When he offered to carry her basket, she gave 
it to him although her knife was in it because he told her his rifle would protect 
them. . . . This young man had a remarkable object in his pocket. It was a 
compass. . . . He assured her this compass had taken him safely through the 
wood on his hunting trip because the needle always told him with perfect 





　I don’t believe you. Besides, aren’t you afraid of the wolves?
　He only trapped the gleaming butt of his rifle and grinned.
　 Is it a bet? he asked her. Shall we make a game of it? What will you give 
me if I get to your grandmother’s house before you?
　What would you like? She asked disingenuously.
　A kiss. 



















　What big eyes you have.
　All the better to see you with.
　No trace at all of the old woman except for a tuft of white hair that had 
caught in the bark of an unburned log.　When the girl saw that, she knew she 
was in danger of death.
　Where is my grandmother?
















になったとき」（now she was clothed only on her untouched integument of 
flesh.），彼女は自分の髪を手で梳きながら男の方に歩いて行って，シャツ
のボタンをはずす。
　What big arms you have.
　All the better to hug you with.
　Every wolf in the world now howled a prothalamion outside the window as 
she freely gave him the kiss she owed him.
　What big teeth you have! 
　She saw how his jaw began to slaver and the room was full of the clamour of 
the forest’s Lievestod but the wise child never flinched even as he answered: 
All the better to eat you with. 
　The girl burst out laughing; she knew she was nobody’s meat. She laughed 
at him full in the face, she ripen off his shirt for him and flung it into the fire, in 
the fiery wake of her own discarded clothing. The flames dance like dead souls 
on Walpursignacht and the old bones under the bed set up a terrible clattering 






Snowlight, moonlight, a confusion of paw prints.
　All silent, all silent.
　Midnight; and the clock strikes. It is Christmas day, the werewolves’ 
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A Strategy of Little Red Riding Hood 
— Angela Carter’s “A Company of Wolves” —
Akiko Aida
This thesis explores what Angela Carter extracts from the traditional oral 
tales and how she recasts them in her own way through her retelling of the 
story. Deep in the woods a girl meets a wolf on her way to grandmother’s 
house. This popular and classic fairy tale was “written” by Charles Perrault in 
1697. Since then the story has been known as “Little Red Riding Hood” and is 
one of the most popular of all tales in the world. In Perrault’s version of the 
story the wolf gobbles up the girl. It points to a specific moral lesson : 
you get what you deserve if you stray from the path and give into seduction. 
There was a popular anterior version of the oral tale that had featured a girl 
capable of defending herself from the wolf using her wit. Those oral stories 
were enriched with mythologies, superstisions, legends, belief and so on. 
However, Perrault, a well-known member of the academy, could hardly use the 
latent content of stories about a motif of grotesque or bestiality. Therefore, 
with some modification and dissolution, he made the accomplishment of 
producing elegant fairy tales that stemmed from oral tradition. About 300 
years after Perrault’s tale, Carter completed The Fairy Tales of Charles Perrault 
（1977） which was a translated English version of Perrault’s Histories ou Contes 
de Temps Passé （1697）. Furthermore “A Company of Wolves” （1979） is 




Perrault’s “Little Red Riding Hood”. In her retelling, a girl living in the 
countryside is not scared and lies down with the wolf. That is to say, “she” 
eats the wolf. This was very typical of Carter, who was devoted to changing 
the very nature of the fairy tale in radical ways. Her interest was to extract 
the latent content from the oral tales and recast it in her own way, then use it 
as the beginning of a new story. Only a few critics have so far  made the 
realization that Perrault played a major role in Carter’s development as a fairy-
tale writer.  Moreover, what is a little strange, in Jack Zipes words, is “Carter’s 
attraction to Perrault”, who was well-born and was a conservative writer in 
Louis XIV’s court, being narrow minded toward women and their social 
roles. These topics will be addressed in my conclusion.
